


Jerry sitting in with the Diga Rhythm Band, 9/28/75, Golden Gate Park 


spots at first, taking its time getting into its arcane and 
complex series of jaggedy ascending and descending 
changes, launching quickly into weird, fast group jam- 
ming that can’t stray far before called back into the 
melody, tough changes that don’t come off very well— 
though it’s not badly blown by any means, just far from 
the perfection they showed at Great American Music 
Hall, or even earlier today. 

But how nice to hear it brought to a conclusion, 
replete with a theatrically extended little coda. Jerry 
insistently calls things to a close, even as the drummers 
begin the telltale Bo Diddley rhythm of “Not Fade 
Away,” everyone giving them room to state things. Then 
just a few light chord licks from the guitarists—such a 
spare opening, quick and understated, lots of open 
spaces, winding into melody with leisurely digressions 
on Bo Diddley, “Mona,” and a few others before set- 
tling into business with a vengeance; a great slide- 
flavored, acid-drenched Garcia solo, which is really the 
start of such a long, spacey transition to “Goin’ Down 


the Road Feelin’ Bad” that you get lost in it. A quick 
phrasing of its final bars at the end of “Not Fade 
Away”’s jam, then far into space for a blissful few min- 
utes until the rhythm emerges, a faint spiral in the soup 
and “Goin’ Down the Road” forms, oh so slowly, with 
just a teasing at it at first, backing off, then thumping 
into it with a drive, bringing a perfect danceable solidity 
to the deep space it followed. Garcia’s sweet folk har- 
monies with Donna nicely complement the mood swing 
established by his first solo, which touches the weird 
before plunging hard into a first-rate extremely fast 
breakdown—and a perfect return to the sweetness of the 
chorus one more time. No matter how many times the 
Dead played certain songs, they were always able to find 
new things to say in them. 

The Dead were always about balance, though, and 
after a trip to the outer limits, they knew that folkie 
old-time sweetness was reassuring comfort, so they go 
into a rousing, affirming final chorus, the audience as 
exuberant as if it were a gospel revival. Momentum is 
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preserved into the steaming chug-chug of “One More 
Saturday Night,” which starts more sedately than in its 
later years. Moving from an off-center trot, it drops 
into a peppy canter and picks up to ramming speed by 
the end in that patented way that the Dead had of fill- 
ing in a rhythm without changing it, husbanding 
the beat while covering an almost impossible range of 
tempos—as impossible as some of the screeching 
Donna does at the end—but it’s a solid rendition 
nonetheless. 

From a fan standpoint, the day was an unqualified 
success: a breath of fresh Dead in a long season of 
drought, and a tantalizing survey of what this “retire- 
ment” was doing for them musically. Local media cov- 
erage was positive, too. The fans behaved well, the band 
played beautifully; about the only negative was that the 
show’s producers were cited for violating the city’s 
sound ordinance. Even the pessimistic Bobby left the 
stage feeling “euphoric,” according to one report. The 
last words on the tape are a great final quote from a 
hoarse-sounding Phil: “Let’s have us another party like 
this again sometime,” to enthusiastic cheers and thank- 
yous. All in all, the show was a wonderful “we're still 
here” statement, retired or not, and a big public thank- 
you to the fans that matched the private statement made 
to the industry a month before at the Great American 
Music Hall. This makes a good companion to that more 
formal occasion, another historic show from an era in 
the band’s history that is poorly represented in the 
canon. With this pair, we have a slice of primal Dead. 

NICHOLAS MERIWETHER 


Source: John Grissim, “The Dead after a Decade: ‘Allah’ Means Busi- 
ness,” Rolling Stone, no. 199 (November 6, 1975). 


REP] 2/75 He 


Unknown Studio, Unknown Location 









Studio Rehearsal: Help on the Way 





1. Source: SBD, Quality: A, Length: 0:10, Geneal- 
ogy: MR>C>C>RR 


A fairly stock run-through of “Help” was abandoned 
before reaching “Slipknot!” 
MICHAEL PARRISH 


Reviews: 1975 
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Studio Outtakes: Dancin’ in the Streets (x2) 





1. Source: SBD, Quality: A-, Length: 0:20, Geneal- 
ogy: MR>C>C>RR 


A couple of relatively complete studio versions of the 
disco “Dancin’” that made its live debut when the band 
came out of retirement in 1976. A few starts and stops, 
as they work out tempo and melody lines. Who thought 
that discofying this song was a good idea? 

MICHAEL PARRISH 
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Unknown Studio, Unknown Location 







Studio Rehearsal: Blues for Allah (instru- 
mental), Blues Jam, Instrumental, Slipknot!, 
The Music Never Stopped, Slipknot! 






1. Source: SBD, Quality: A, Length: 0:45, Geneal- 
ogy: MR >C>C>RR 
Highlight: Entire tape 


This fine-sounding tape opens with some clear, confi- 
dent instrumental run-throughs to the introduction to 
“Blues for Allah,” leading into some speedy variations 
on the “Under Eternity” section. What followed was a 
brief passage with both themes being played in tandem; 
then Keith went off into a musical world of his own as 
the others struggled on with the “Eternity” part. Pretty 
amusing, all in all. 

Next up was a particularly sharp version of the 
loopy ’75 blues jam, featuring some nifty twin lead gui- 
tar parts. Too bad this never developed into a song—it 
definitely had potential. A linear, open jam led into 
“Slipknot!,” which itself has a big fat jam in the middle 
that hinted at “The Other One.” An instrumental “The 
Music Never Stopped” also has some cool twin leads 
that didn’t make it onto the album version. Last up were 
some unique variations on “Slipknot!” in an entirely 
different meter, feeding into another formless jam. This 





